RECOLLECTIONS  OF A PLAYEB
entered the profession.   He had married a Scotch lassie and had a large family, all of his children having been born in London.    "Jeannie," as he used to call his wife, was the most simple and lovable woman that conld be imagined.    She did not join her husband for two years after his coming to America, and Parselle would often tell me that although he had been so many years in London, his wife knew little or nothing about theaters, always remaining   at   home  looking  after  the "bairns."    She had a lovely Scotch accent that I delighted to hear.   When her husband was acting, and I happened to be out of the performance, he would sometimes ask me to escort "Jeannie" to the theater, and I frequently did so.    She had seen so little of acting that it was most amusing to hear her comments upon the play.   "Mr. Stoddart," she would say, "I never like the fellow that plays the villain. I ken him the moment he comes oot on the stage, and I hate him a' through the performance.   There is one guid thing, however: the fellow always gets his de-173aws near its
